BARBARIAN STORIES

Trebius was annoyed with himself for treating his
slave as well as he did, almost making a friend of him,
and sometimes, he thought, after all why not? No
need to make life a nastier and fiercer thing than it
was already.

For nearly two years there was no chance of getting
back to Rome, but after the fall of Alesia Marcus
Trebius went south, and Rudd with him, staring at
the new country, liking the sun and the colours, and
ridiculously not liking the food or the sour wine.
They rested the last night at an inn, not within sight
but somehow within feeling of Rome. Marcus dreamt
that he had been elected, but something had gone
wrong; he woke with his knee aching as usual and
watched the light in the room spread suddenly from
dusk to dawn, and his slave asleep on the floor, rolled
tight in a blanket, long and rather graceful with his
red head on one arm and the other straight out and
bare, with the fingers curling a little.

There was a rich merchant of Pisa living that
winter in Rome, where he had hired a house and
servants; with him was his daughter Decima, with
a freckled face and black hair that came low on her
forehead. She used to paint out the freckles every
morning; she could hardly read, and she dressed
usually in shades of red. The Conservative leaders
sent their young candidate to this merchant to raise
the money for his election expenses. It was obvious,
almost from the first, that if the Tribune chose to
marry Decima he could have what funds he pleased,
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